Portrait of Sceur Monique

wind Le Carillon de Cythere and see approaching down the formal
waters of the canal Les Condoles de Delos, we would have
familiar acquaintance with the most private world of music there
has ever been. There are, only occasionally, these sounds from
outside It, the notes of the musette or the hurdygurdy: In all else
it is as claustral and protected as La Sceur Monique.

It Is the portrait of a person who Is young and tender. If you
walk in Avignon, not in its great buildings, but to the little
chapels of the Penltents-Grls and the Penitents-Noirs, with their
simple elegancies and their charming, but indifferent, paintings
by Mignard and by Parrocel, you will have the picture of Sceur
Monique, for It Is the beauty of character without intellect that
finds her happiness in the simplicities, in sacrifice of self and in
human kindness. The music gives to her a personal beauty that
is, in part, the regret of this sheltered world for a person who has
given up such exquisite but restricted pleasures. She lives within,
and yet outside them, in the cold cell of a convent. You can see
nothing of her but her face and hands. Her dress is the mediaeval
habit of her order, old and of the middle ages, even two hundred
years ago. We wonder if she ever thinks, now, of her family, of
her brothers and sisters, for she Is in the early 'twenties, at an
age when she might have little children of her own. All of them
will have been present on the night when she took the veil. That
spring evening she was lost and gone from them for ever. Now
there is the cloister garden and the flowers and herbs.

In her name, too, we hear the sound of glass retorts and phials,
we smell the essences and distillations. By this, she takes a ghostly
lover from the fruits and flowers, and keeps him in a glass prison
for a year or many years. It is Isabella and her pot of basil. O
listen to the music! Beauty and innocence walk hand in hand in
it. By what miracle is It possible for there to be this portrait in
those simple notes? And not alone the physical, but the spiritual
Image. For the music is resigned; it has the shape of beauty in its
motion, which could be Sceur Monique dressed in white, walking
slowly and, always, looking down. We know that her body,
which is young and beautiful, must be disused beneath her habit*
must be smooth and like a tailor's mannikin, that her limbs would
move as awkwardly as that. Her face would be as impassive as
the mannikui, a thing of wax, or wood. We never see the hair of
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